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In My Darkest Hour 


That night | stayed inside my house. | had such a hangover from the last night of drinking - to forget - that | 
couldn't do anything all day. 

| was lying on my couch, thinking about what will come next, when heard a knock at my door. It was three in 
the morning. Who could it be? Two days ago, | would be sure that this would be one of my bandmates from 
Metallica. But now | was out of the band. 

That's why | was extremely surprised when | saw that guy, that was the most important person in my life. 
Helped me become something, then made me a nothing again. And made me fall in love with him. 

James. 

"What do you want, fucker?" | asked, while angrily opening the door. 

James smelled like alcohol. His eyes were red. 

'|.am.sorry..Dave" he said in a drunk manner, while trying to keep his balance. He put his hand over my 
shoulders to keep himself still. 

"It..was..all..Lars..fault" 

| raised an eyebrow, while James looked at me sadly in the eyes, staring directly into my soul. That looked 
feared all my anger apart and got only tenderness out of me. That singer and guitarist seemed fucked up and 


really vulnerable. 


"|.wamna...’ James managed to say, before vomiting all over my t-shirt, while getting his clothes dirty as well. 
‘lam sorry, | am so sorry, this is gross." Tears run down his cheeks. | couldn't see him like that. 

"IFs ok, you don't gross me out.. But we both need a shower..." 

Yes, me, Dave Mustaine, the definition of selfish, was confronting a person that vomited on me. That's what 
love does to you, | guess. | looked at him, again. No way he could shower himself. 

"Let's go shower together, like the good old days, huh?" | proposed. 

"Mhm", James murmured. He had stopped crying and grinned. 

| helped him remove his t-shirt and jeans, while undressing myself. We both entered the shower and washed 
each other - more like me washing both of us, because James was..too drunk to do anything. He watched me 
without reacting, while | put shampoo all over his hair. Trying to do it as not sexually as possible,as | didn't 
want to look like I'm taking advantage of him, | put soap all over his body. He just smiled like an idiot. After 
doing the same for myself, | rinsed us with warm water. James looked relieved. | then got us towels and dried 
our hair. 

"Thank you, thanks for everything." he said, looking really grateful. | couldn't help but smile. | felt like | was 
taking care of an angel. | offered to him an Iron Maiden tee and a pair of boxers, while putting on a Motorhead 
t-shirt and underwear. 

"You are not going anywhere like this. You'll stay here tonight" | stated. Fuck! | was being overly protectivel 
After getting dressed, he pushed me in my unmade bed. 

"Do you wanna." he said dizzily, while putting his hand on my crotch. Those blue eyes where so tired..but a 
little lustful. 

"Seriously, dude? Have you got any idea how bad your current condition is?" That adorable little shit hugged 
me and put his face inside my hair, smelling it. 

"James." | uttered, but then noticed that he was asleep. He looked peaceful, breathing heavily and having a 
slight smile on his face. That smile will be the death of me, | swear. 

"You bastard" | said, under my breath, while covering us with the blankets. | listened to his breath and cuddled 
that cutie until | fell asleep. 


| woke up to and saw that James was still sleeping on my hand. It felt numb, but | didn't care. | started 
stroking his blond locks and show those eyes in the colour of the sky opening slowly. 

"D.d..dave.." he whispered dizzily, with his beautiful voice sounding rough from sleep. "Wh..what happened?" 
"Oh, nothing special. You just paid me a visit at 3 in the morning, puked and had a bath with me. And then we 
slept" 

"Just... slept?" 

"Jamie, you where too fucked up to do anything besides that" 

"Oh... yeah yeah | remember..." 

He lifted his back and sat on the bed 

"Dave..." 

"What?" 


"LL can't." 


"You can't what?" 


"| can't..continue this without you. I'm leaving Metallica” 


For Whom The Bell Tolls 


Author's Notes: 
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"Dude, honestly, if you use the wah once again, l'm gonna..” 

"But it sounds nice!" 

Kirk was so cheerful. A nice person But his guitar playing got me so annoyed. | was always a calm guy, but 
this dude really got on my nerves. He made me wish we could hire back Dave, that never-satisfied-and- 
eqoistic-readhead-who-played-the-quitar -in-an-awesome-way, aka his exact opposite. 

"Guys let me check the tune of my bass" | said to take a break. 

"Okay", Lars exclaimed and hit his drums. 

Just when | hit the first string, | heard the door opening. James walked in confidently. It's been days since | last 
saw him looking so happy. When Lars fought with Dave, he got really upset. After he announced that this 
ginger was fired, he almost punched him, and then begged him to keep Dave in the band. The next day he was 
being very mediocre, for his standards, at guitar and moody. | was always sure that these guys where more 
than bandmates. So it didn't surprise me that he didn't show up on time today and | just jammed around with 
Lars and his new - and annoying - guitarist. Anyway, Dave was there with James. He entered Lars’ apartment 
and stood next to the blond singer, with satisfaction all over his face. 

"Lars, I'm leaving the band!" James announced cheerfully. 

"WHAT?" 

"You and Dave cannot be in the same band, right? Well, guess what; I'm not leaving my.. my... ok this little shit 
that | fell in love with for anything." 

| was stunned. Yes, they were a couple, but James was leaving the band? Being in Metallica while the only 
guitarist was Kirk would drive me insane. 

"We'll make a new band. Cliff, will you join us?" 

"OF COURSE!" | exclaimed That seemed like much of a better idea. 

"What? YOU CANNOT LEAVE!" Lars said in an angry manner, while watching me packing my stuff. Dave was 
grinning. 

‘lm sorry man. | just agree more with the other guy's musical opinions" | said politely. Kirk approached Lars. 
"IFs ok, it's ok babe, we'll find other people to make a band with.. Besides that, those dudes just wanted to play 
thrash metal, didn't they?" 

"Yeah, you're right babe.. We're gonna be an alternative band, just like | always wanted..." 

| swear,Kirk guy is the only person in the world that could handle Lars like that. 

"I wish you luck guys" | whispered calmly. 

"No, no, no, we need a bassist!” Lars was being almost hysterical 

"Well, l'm not the last one in the world. And | want to play thrash metall" 

"Babe, will you help me pack my stuff?" James asked Dave, while trying to hold two guitars and an amplifier at 
once. 


"Sure." Dave approached him and carefully picked up a guitar. 


"BABE? ARE YOU GUYS GAY?" 

We all just stood and looked at Lars in silence, who still had Kirk sitting on his lap. The curly brown haired 
guitarist started laughing hysterically. 

"Mhm" James murmured casually,with a smile on his face. 

"You ready, Cliff?" 

"Yes, | have everything" 


"Bye guys then!" Dave said sarcastically while waving at Lars, whose face turned red from frustration. 


We walked outside and, even though we were carrying so many heavy items, it felt like a sense of freedom. 
"So, we're gonna be a band?" | asked. 

"Yes" Dave replied. 

"And our name will be?" 

‘Something very brutal’, James suggested. 

"Are we gonna like, kill ‘em all?" | said and we all laughed while walking towards an alley near Dave's house. 
"Dude", Dave said, "| have actually heard that a million deaths caused by nuclear explosion are called a 
megadeath by scientists" 

"Woah", James exclaimed. "That actually sounds pretty brutal. Would be a good band name." 

"So we just need a drummer" | pointed out. 

While we reached an abandoned building, Dave pulled a can of spray paint out of his backpack. He started 
making a graffiti at a wall. 

"What are you gonna write?" James asked. 

"Our band's name". 

We watched Dave, who carefully used the paint and finished his result with a marker. But.. 

"Dave, you forgot an al" James exclaimed. 

"What?" 

"You spelled megadeath like M-E-G-A-D-E-T-H". 

"Fuck! You are right, babe!" 


We laughed again, until we heard a loud cry. 


"HELP!" 


Train OF Consequences 


Author's Notes: 
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| was so angry. They could't just leave us like that! What would happen now? The band was done! | guess Kirk 
felt my anger - probably because | was as red as a tomato. 

"Relax, relax baby, it's ok.. | know a person who can sing in our band". 

"What? Do | know him?" 

"Probably, he lives near here." 

"How does he look like?" 

"He's kinda blond and blue eyed." 

"Is it James? ARE YOU FUCKING KIDDING ME?" 

Kirk laughed. 


"No, his name is Jason. He could also play the bass." 
XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX 


| swear, | have never felt more fear. My whole body was shaking. The brown haired guy pushed me against 
the wall and got a knife out of his pocket. 

"You fucking nerd! You thought that you would be in the band forever, right?" 

"| QUIT THE BAND! YOU CAN TAKE MY PLACE! JUST LEAVE ME!" 

"| WANT TO BE A ROCKSTAR! AND YOU FUCKER ARE IN MY WAY!" 

He pushed the knife near my body. 

"NO! PLEASE!" 

"Letts see who's the drummer now... 

"HELP!" | screamed as loud as my voice could handle. That was when | saw three guys approaching. They 
carried instruments and had long hair, so | assumed from the first minute that they were metalheads. My 
bully must have thought that those are badass kids | know from the music academy, because he immediately 
released me and started running. | felt my body hitting the ground, still trembling. 

"Are you ok man?" the blonde guy asked and helped me get up. 

"Yeah, I'll be fine...” 

"You need any help? Should we take you somewhere safe?" the guy with the brownish hair said, looking at me. 
"L| don't think | have anywhere safe to go." 

"Why man?" the redhead was wondering. 

‘Long story...” 

‘Come with us then!" He purposed. | didn't have any better ideas, so | agreed. 

"Ok" 

"This is James, this is Dave, l'm Cliff" the brunet said. 

"My name is David" | politely said. 


"What was the matter with this kid, David?" Dave asked. 

"Well. My parents live in Minnesota and | came here to go to a music academy. | went to school last year as 
well - | graduated - and | was sharing and apartment with two other guys, as we were in the school band. | 
was the drummer. Well, this dude always wanted to take my place, but | never agreed. He didn't even know how 
to play the drums. And | loved being in a band. After a while, he moved with us - we had no money and 
sharing the rent with another person seemed like a good idea. But he was always bullying me... | didn't complain, 
because the other guys liked him and | didn't want to get thrown out of the band.. Today he said that we 
could go out for a coffee. | agreed. And, well, he didn't drive me to a coffee shop, but at an abandoned alley 
and dragged me here.. he is way stronger than me so he could do it easily.." that was when | realised that | 
was shaking again. | couldn't talk The hell | was living at school the last years and today's incident were almost 
making me get a panic attack 

"Is okay kid, it's okay" Cliff said and hugged me. 

"Wait, what kind of music do you play?" James asked. The all looked at each other. 

"You know, the school band, was playing just pop songs. | prefer rock and metal, but | didn't have may 
chances." | stopped and understood why they were all thinking. 

"Dude, we are starting a metal band. And we need a drummer!" He said in an enthusiastic way. 

"What?" | was smiling. This was the best possible outcome from this awful situation. 

"There is a drum kit at Dave's house.. A shitty one, but it will do. Just come and jam around with us!" he 
offered. 

"Okay" | agreed and followed them. 

| watched Dave move a bit faster and get James. | guess they needed privacy to talk. But the redhead's 
shouting made me overhear the whole conversation. 

"Dude, what the fuck are we gonna do with this kid? What if he is a shitty drummer? Will we just stow him 
out? Have you even thought before doing this?” 

"Relax Dave, relax.. | don't know, he is going to a music academy, he must know something... I'm sorry, | just 
couldn't see this kid being so unhappy and abandoned.. You know | get overly enthusiastic." 

"Baby... | don't want to get you sad, | love you..", Dave kissed James in the cheek, "but if David isn't good, he 
will be out of the band!" 

| inhaled and exhaled slowly. That was my only chance | had to stay in LA and make my dreams come true. | 


should try my best. 


And Justice For All 
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The last thing | expected happened. Megadeth worked out... It fucking worked out. | always assured Dave that | 
would carry for everything, but | was always feeling unsafe at first. Like when we first met David and | asked 
him to join the band. He would fucking lose everything if we fired him.. . Now he was a part of the us. He also 
had a special nickname; we all called him Junior, as he was the youngest. Plus he was a really, really good 
drummer. 

Within two years, our first aloum and an ep were already released and successful. We had fans, huge 
audiences, actually, and now a US tour was planned. 

But the thing that made me happiest was that | was lying on a couch at the apartment | shared with Dave. 
The redhead who was the best boyfriend | could ask for. And here he was; as if he had read my thoughts, he 
approached me and laid on top of me. He kissed me hungrily. 

"Hey Jamie, you tired?" he asked, as he started getting himself comfortable and tugging me as close as 
possible. 


"l'm never tired for a soulless ginger like you" | replied and kissed him again 


XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX 


| looked at our band. | was so proud. | had found a talented bassist and vocalist and a genius second guitarist to 
help me out. Yes, | played a joke to Lars again and said that | knew a person with dark curly hair who could 
play the guitar for Metallica. He kissed me tenderly, and he told me that he knew | would do this better than 
Dave before | even joined the band. But then the door rang and a guy that matched my description walked in 
and said hello to us, introducing himself as Marty Friedman. | almost died of laughter watching Lars’ face. 
Anyway, here we were. Recording an album as an alternative metal band. Our influences range at many 
different music styles and our sound was.. unusual, to say the least. But producers liked it-and metalheads as 
well, with us having a huge audience of fans at lives, for being together for just two years. 

And we were having a good time. Playing our own songs that corresponded to our styles and characters. We all 
differed in both, but they fit together like the pieces of a puzzle. 

Speaking of differences, that was quite obvious with me and Lars. He was a bad tempered, hard to satisfy 
personwhile | was easily amused and always happy. | loved him though. He was sweet and tried his best for me 
to be happy. No one ever has shown me so much love and attachment to me before. 

After we finished the last song and everyone else left the studio, he left his drumsticks and approached me. 
He stroked my hair and gave me a sweet kiss. 


"We did it baby.. Our first album is out" 


He carefully removed my guitar and then pushed me to the wall. He was kissing me when Jason and Marty 
walked in. 

"Woah guys.. Get a room", Marty said and giggled. "But first, we have news for you". 

"What is it?" | asked 

"We're going on a US tour to support our new album!" Jason replied. 

"What?!" Lars exclaimed. 


We were all on cloud nine. We exchanged high-fives and promised to do our best. 


Skin 0: My Teeth 


Author's Notes: 
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We were opening beers at a hotel in New Jersey. Everyone seemed insanely happy. 

And there was no reason not to be. The tour was more than successful, with us earning tons of money. We 
could now do whatever we want.. The budget for our next album would be more than enough. But, most 
importantly, there were all these crowds screaming for us, feeling the booze of our sound, head banging and 
moshing. 

| have never seen James feeling more happy and safe. He was always calm - weird thing compared to his past 
aggression. We kissed and made out backstage after every show. If we could get privacy, we had sex. Yes, he 
was my first. But | was never afraid he would hurt me. He was a playful, too good for this world creature. He 
always prepared me and cared to see if I'm okay. And him being inside me was my sense of heaven. 

"Do you want another beer, Dave?" he asked me softly while going to the fridge to bring more drinks. 

"May the Romeo and Juliet of Megadeth pose for a photo?" Cliff said sarcastically. 


We got our tongues out of our mouths and pretended to kiss. Junior was laughing loudly. 


XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX 


| was resting at my bed inside the tour bus. The US Metallica tour seemed to go unrealistically well. We were 
on the road from Seattle for our final destination - New York And | was really happy and relaxed - for once. 
| saw Kirk approaching me, climbing to the top bunk where | was laying. 

"Hey Larsie" he happily said. He then climbed on top of me and gave me a deep and delicious kiss. | opened my 
eyes to see his dark curls covering our faces, creating a sort of curtain. Softly hugging me, he got himself 
comfortable at the outside part of the bed and started stroking my hair. 

"| love you" | whispered calmly. 

"Me too". 

He kissed me again and started untying my belt. 

"Jason and Marty?" | asked, stopping him for a second. 

‘Oh, don't worry, they are.. kinda busy" he said, smiling like an idiot and looking at the other part of the bus. 

| smiled and softly proceded to remove his shirt. He looked so hot.. 

He went on top of me and started biting my neck. | couldn't help some moans. | have never felt more pleasure 
in my whole life. 

And that was when it happened. 

It felt like the earth's gravity was shifting or something. The bus overturned and | saw Kirk falling off the 
bunk, to the corridor. | fell on top of him, looking at his shocked face. | felt a heavy piece of furniture hitting 
me in the head. 


Then everything faded to black. 


To Live Is To Die 
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The day after the bus accident, we were all in a hospital. | looked at Jason He seemed damaged and exhausted. 
You see, while the bus turned over, we were making out in the bathroom. | wasn't hurt much, as | fell on top 
of him. Just a minor fracture on my left leg, that violently hit the wall. But Jason fell the wall where the sink 
was, causing the mirror to brake on his head. Pieces of glass caused cuts all over his body and the hit made 
him dazed and dizzy. He also broke his left arm. 

Now he was sitting at a hospital bed, with bandages over his arms. Hair looking still wavy and unruly eyes stil 
blue like the sea he stared back at me with bitter smile. 

"Mr. Friedman, I've got bad news for you" a doctor said while walking in 

"What happened to him?" Jason asked. 

"No, no, Mr. Friedman will soon be fine.. And you Mr. Newsted. You will soon recover, as well as Mr. Ulrich, who 
just lost consciousness for a short amount of time. The real concern is about Mr. Hammett. He lost a 
significant amount of blood and is now unconscious... 

We both stared at the doctor in shock. 

"Can we see him?" | finally said. 

"Sure. Mr Ulrich needs some support as well" he replied, and helped me get up, giving me my handles, while 
Jason carefully got of his bed. We followed him to the hospital room the drummer and guitarist shared. 

| have never seen Lars so sad and exhausted. His green eyes were red from crying. He was sitting on a chair 
next to Kirk's bed and stoking his black curls. 

"Lars, have you slept at night? Have you eaten anything?" Jason asked. 

"Why should |?" he started crying again. "Look at my baby. He looks so pale. KIRK looks pale! There was a whole 
lake of his blood.. Will. will he even wake up again?". 

| started moving slowly and | placed his head on my chest. 


"It will be ok, Lars, don't worry.. He is not dead.. He just lost blood.. He will be fine... 


The next day, the Megadeth guys came by. They had finished their tour and were at New Jersey, so they 
considered visiting us, feeling extremely sorry for what happened to Kirk 

"You shouldn't do such a long trip guys.." | said, taking a sip of coffee while sitting at the hospital cafeteria 
‘Of course we would come over! We started together with Lars, and if | can help him with anything, | willl" 
James remarked. 

"By the way, where is he?" Cliff asked. 

"Well, he is not even coming out of the room. He is really upset with Kirk's condition.. " Jason said. 

"Could we visit them?" David proposed. 


"Why not?" | replied. 


We arrived at the third floor, where their room was. Knocking the door, we waited for a depressed, ready to 
cry Lars to reply. 

But no. 

Lars looked extremely happy! He had a huge, warm smile on his face. 

"You came to visit us!" he said and hugged each one of the guys. "You won't believe it! Kirk is finally conscious!" 
| almost lost my balance. Helped by Junior, | arrived happily at the room, seeing the dark haired guitarist 
looking tired and sick, but alive. And Lars was happy. | felt like everything was back to its place. 


XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX 


Six months had passed from the horrible accident. We were on a studio again. Both Megadeth and Metallica. We 
agreed to erase past disputes and make a new album. Together. 

Having a break, | was waiting on the bathroom, when | heard some moans, followed by Dave and James 
screaming each other's names. | was now quite scared of bathroom sex, after what happened with Mary in 
that bus. Plus, lm unable to empty my bladder now. Great. 

| stepped away and looked at some notes on a board, while | heard the bathroom door open. Thank god! Passing 
by, | heard Dave saying something to James about being grateful for him paying a drunk visit or something, 
followed by "I love you". 

| don't know buddy, I'm just glad you finished and | won't pee on my pants while recording. 


